16                      ERECHTHEUS.

ERECHTHEUS.
Alas, thou knowest not; woe is me that know.

PRAXITHEA.

And woe shall mine be, knowing; yet halt not here.

ERECHTHEUS,

Guiltless of blood this state may stand no more.

PRAXITHEA.
Firm let it stand whatever bleed or fall

ERECHTHEUS.
O Gods, that I should say it shall and weep.

PRAXITHEA.

Weep, and say this ? no tears should bathe such word

ERECHTHEUS.
Woe's me that I must weep upon them, woe.

PRAXITHEA.

What stain is on them for thy tears to cleanse ?